Planning the journey
The great treasure of Nihavend has been thus squandered in
very recent years. To find and record anything in its own
cave might be a matter of real value to the antiquarian.
I said I would do my best to reach the place, Hasan was to
meet me there a day or two after my arrival, and we would
carry off what we could, and then study the best way of
approaching a museum and the Persian government. He
was to provide a safe guide and a disguise in case it were
necessary.
As the various interviews with the young Lur developed,
my share in the undertaking appeared to grow larger and
larger and less and less reassuring. He could evidently not
be trusted to keep silence. The secrecy of the East is, I believe,
a myth; far more typical is the case of that man who was so
proud of having murdered his innkeeper's son that he could
not help talking about it and himself giving himself away.
So it would be, I felt convinced, with Hasan: and the enemy,
sure enough, suspected something even before I started, and
prevailed on the police to confiscate the boy's passport.
I decided to go, notwithstanding, and to get off as soon as
possible. M	, who was responsible for suggesting the
escapade in the first place, was to do what he could to see,
first, that the boy actually started after me, and second, that
the vizier did nothing drastic to hinder us in my absence. We
told Hasan, who was twisting his knuckles in an agony of
nervousness, that we would rescue his passport and help him
to start; he on his side was to stop intriguing and deal openly
if that were in him. He was not to travel with me—a fact
which relieved my mind, since he was wanted by the police
for having stirred up rebellion and was also of an age for
conscription. But he swore by all his gods that he would
meet me in five days. He brought the map, a dirty
little piece of paper with a pencilled oval on it to mark die

